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SONGS, DUETS, CHORUSSES, &e. 


IN THERE 


MUSICAL COMEDY 


TH E BARO Nees. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


| THE Novel from whence this Comedy is taken, 
has been ſo generally read and admired, that any Men- 
tion of it now would be unneceſſary, were it not that 
the Author is extremely deſirous no one but himſelf | 
ſhould ſuffer for his .own Demerits; ; if, therefore, in the 
Proſecution of the Plan any Deviation from the Origi- 
nal, for the Sake of Stage Effect, ſhould unfortunately 
draw on him the public Diſapprobation, the Author begs 
he may be ſolely accountable for his Errors, and that 
the fair and noble Writer of the Novel may not be 
thought anſwerable ou m Defocis of 120 Comedy. 


m7 


As moſt of the 3 have kinds written to ſuit old 
and peculiar Muſic, it is preſunied the diſcerning Reader 
will make all neceſſary Allowances for the „ 

of the Meaſure. | 


DR AMA TIS PERSO N K. 


Baron, 


Hogreſtan, 


Pangloſs, we c 3 - Mr. EDWIx. 
Mynheer Van Bubba, Mr. WII SON. 
German Doctor, - Mr. BADDELEY, 


*. 


Cecil, 


4 


nice Van Beens, Mr. WEBB. 
Grootrump, - = Mrs. EDWIN. 


© : - Mr. Diccss. 


s : 4] dp. W-o0D. 52 
* - Mr. R. PALMER. 


1 = Mr. WEWITZz IR. 
33 ara teas S TAN TOR. 


a 
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| 10! 5 „ Miſs Hara, 


49 1 0 


Recruits, Mob, Ec. 


SCENE, Gettingen, and the Baron's Caſtle. 


S O N G Ss, Sec. Ke. 


| Chorus of + 4 Recruiting pep. 


-Lers be jolly, 
i & folly- rect meta obs” — 
Ever to be aalonehuly: 
Hither, my heroes, come, come, come, 
Move to the ſound of the drum, drum, drum, 


S OL O—by SERJEANT. 


If by niggard Fortune bounded, 

If by ſcolding wives confounded, 

Or by ſqualling brats ſurrounded, 

— To the drum, to the drum, 
Quickly come, quickly come. 


If chat one love can't content ye, 
And you wiſh for wives in plenty, 
Follow me, I'Il find you twenty. 
_ To the drum, to the drum 
Quickly come, quickly come. 


_ 


II.—8 ON G—by F RANZZL, 


Give me the melting eye that ſpeaks _ = = 
4. The ſoftneſs of the heart; == ® 
The youthful glow, the bluſhing cheeks, 4 
The bloom that baffles art: 
The mind by time not render'd hard, 
Ere faſhion's ſtains appear, 
That with the ſmile of fond regard 
Can blend the feeling tear. 


. m. -sON G. 


* 
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III. S ON G—by Pax clo. 


In days of yore, as I've been told, 
With a humdrum woundy length of line-o, 
There lived a Baron bluff and bold, 
With a ſtrum-ſtrum, very little coin-o ; 
Means, I grant ye, 
Rather ſcanty, 
But great ſtore of line-o: 
Strim-ſtram, pamma diddle, lara bona, ring tang, 
ring . very Hecke coin-0. 


II. 


A A too = had, d' ye ſee? 
With a ſtomach always glad to dine-o, 
And a merry wag, they ſay, was he, 
With a likewiſe very little coin-o; | 
Always willing, 
Fond of filling, 
With good ſtore of wine- o: 
Strim-ſtram, pamma diddle, lara bona, ring ; tang, 
ring tang, very little coin-0, 


'The Baron was great, 
And fond of ſtate, © 
None could his equal be; 
He led his folks about, 
Both within and without, 
And together they made up three. 


( w )) 


The chaplain was ever moſt wonderful clever, 
Many rare jokes he made; 
He often wiſh'd to ſpeak, 
2 T ho' not ſuffer d once a week, 
So he ſung what could not be ſaid. 
The Baron, it ſeems, was ſometimes pleas'd 
With his pictures all ſo old and fine- o; 
The chaplain I hear was ſometimes teaz d, 
But never was allow'd to repine-0. 
Conſtant duty, : 
Little booty, 
Were his lot but mine-o! 
Strim-ſtram, pamma diddle, lara bona, ring tang) 
ring tang "OR it i IS divine: o. 


Iv. 5 ON G—by Cxcit., 


| And do you think he tells me true? 
And are you ſure tis fo? 


For if that's all he means to do, - 
Why don't helet me go? 4 
Whene'er his footſteps I deſcry, — 
Whence comes that throbbing pain? ; F 


Whene'er he ſtrives to catch my eye, 
What makes me look again ? 
But there's no ſaying what it is, E- 4 

There's no one can gueſs, . 
W hy that which cauſes moſt our bliſs, 
Is what we leaſt confeſs. 


C w& Y 


V.—DIALOGUE DUET.. 


PancLoss and BARON. 


PANGLOSS. 
I well recollect the fact; OY 
The waiſtcoat tore, the flap devour'g, 
We caught them juſt in the fact, 
Your Couſ: deflow'r'd! 
BARON. 
I tell you, you lie! 
PANGLOSS. | 
*Tis true, tho? I die. 
BARON. 
Then which now muſt yield the point, 
Say, you or 17 


PANGLOSS. 


I well recolle& the fact, &c. 


BARON, 


How dare you preſume to ſay 
That vermin look for ſuch a treat! 


PANGLOSS 


Alas, fir, twas maigre day 
They'd nought elſe to eat. 


Ba B A- 


( 12 


Pt 
I'll have your hide fo dreſs'd! 
PANGLOSS. 
It is all for the beſt! 
| BARON. . ; 
You're a fool, and an aſs, and a knave! I 
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PANGLOSS. 


I'm a tool, and a dog, and a ſlave. 


BARON. 
How dare you preſume to ſay, &c. &c. 


End of che FIRST ACT. 
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A C3 mM. 
_ VIS ON G—by BoTernam. 


; On what a life ſeraphic! 
Fach day engag d in traffic, 
Seizing what we can for money lent! 
Bargains making, | 
Bargains breaking, 
And then ſtrike a balance at cent. per cent.! 


II. 


Now when the ſtateſman fwaggers, 
While Kings are drawing daggers, 


Either ſide to ſerve we're nothing loth; 


England cheating, 
France entreating, - 
Pocket then the ſtuff, fir, and laugh at both. 


Ii. 
When dead, and paſt all ſtrictures, 
Who cares a ruſh for pictures? 
Let me have a purſe, not Name that's long: 
Where's the wonder? 
Smoke and Donder, 
Kinkvervankotſdorſprakin come along. 


— 


VII.—8SONG 


( 14 2: 


VII.—5 ON G—by Merrow Boren AM. 


My friend of St. Francis, if me you'll forgive, 

PH tell you how people in Holland all live: 

We eat when we're hungry, and drink when 
. we're dry; | 


And that's a FS thing, my fat F ryar, fays I, 


II. 


If we've friends, we are re happy; content if we've 


none; 


Glad while they are PR us, and glad when 
they” re gone; 


Rejoic'd while they're living, not vex d * N 


they die; 
And that's a __ thing, my me * TR: * I. 


III. 
When married, we're frugal, and cautiouſly ſteer, 
For huſband. and wife are inclin'd to be near: 
To make both ends meet, we aſſiduouſly try; 
And that's a good thing, my fat Fryar, ſays I. 


= * Gee . 


n 


7 8 % 
6150 


VIII. FRANZ EL. 
Stop for a moment, charmer; 
Liſten, and do not fear me; 
No rude ſigh ſhall alarm her, 
Whoſe ſmiles alone can chear me: 
But ſhould you frown, my fair, 
I will fly to deſpair! 


Turn not away, my deareſt! 
| Muſt he in vain implore thee, 
Whole heart is the ſincereſt _ 
That ever dar'd adore thee? 
But if you frown, my fair, 
Life is not worth my care, 


IX.—Crcir. 


A thouſand reaſons all conſpire 
To drive and hurry me away; 
Let go my hand, I mult retire, 
I cannot, dare not ſtay. 
Ah! ſhould my father enter now, 
On your account he'll force the ſigh; 
Indeed I feel, I can't tell how, | 
And fear, I can't tell why. 


A thouſand reaſons all conſpire, &c. 


} — 
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X.—8SONG-BOTERHAM. 


Some men, women, ſome men wine, 
Some men wit bewilders; 1 
Nothing can make me repine, 
So I've ſtore of guilders. 5 
Silvertie guildertie, money galore, ducats, doub- + 
loons and guilders. = 250 9 


8 
Some love brandy, ſome love rum, 
Some Batavi' arrack, 0 
Let me have, where'er I come, 
Pipes and good tobacco. 
Smokertie, jokertie, all in a cloud, liquor and 
good tobacco. 


— 


RPF r rn 2 2 
e S nie ihe : 
Gps IE 


III. 
Some folks light us, ſome folks ſold, 
What care I for ſuch men? 
Whether we are bought or ſold, 
Tis all alike to Dutchmen. 
Pocketie, knocketie, all the ſame thing, no- 
thing's amiſs to Dutchmen. 


Chorus repeated. 
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XI.—S ON G—by Bazxon. |» = 


GHALL lineage, older than the Flood, | 
On dunghill Dutchman fix ? 

Shall high deſcent and German blood 
With gin and butter mix? 

Shall Holſtenbauſen, honour'd name, 


Shall Womberg, Schomberg, loſe their fame, 


In Vanders and Mynheers ? 
| Renown 
Let down, 
What matters whence my birth I draw, 
What boots it that the great Naſſau 
Is link'd among my peers? 
When Nature's ſyſtems alter'd are, 
When Princes herd with ſwine, | 
The Hogens Mogens then may dare — 
To blend their arms with mine. | 


- M0 
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XII. SON = Czcu.. 


Come fierce invader, . parent of 8 e 1 
Let not thy victim unheeded languiſh; J | 

Baniſh deſpair, Health's roſes confuming, of i l 
And in my boſom plant Hope, ever blooming ; = 

Bid Expectation chace all paſt ſorrow, 4 2 J 
Sooth the ſad preſent, and whiſper to-morrow, 


XIII —SON G—by PanoL0ss. 


n 


8 When ED 1 | 
What meat and drink (7 
Store of labour. and little Chas niet J 
Combing wigs, 4] 
Killing pigs, . | 
Fretting here, 1 44 
Sweating there, 1 . 1 
Up in the garret, without any bed, 
Down in the kitchen without any bread, 
Happy to be 
TE From bondage free, 
I I whip out my bottle and merrily __— 
: Roar and quaff, 
And titter and laugh. 


c 


: 
5 
: 
3 
: 


© 19 ) 


But when ſorrow 
Bids good morrow, 
Nought to lend, and nothing to den, 

Out of heart, and out of place, 

All my chattels before my face; 
When my bundle | 5 
Thus I trundle, C 
No ſhelter nigh, 
But clouds and.ſky, 


J pocket my bottle arid fadly ſigh, 


Sob and ſigh, 
And ſnivel and cry, 


Then again, when aching: bones 
Put me in mind of former groans; 


When I think of the blows I have borne ſo oft, 
| Kick'd into the cellar, quite down from the loft, 


The loſs of my place 
Is no ſuch diſgrace; 
So I'll ſtrive to ſleep, 
And my cares beguile; 


.* For my poverty weep, 


For my conſequence ſmile; 
Work no more, 
But ſleep and ſnore, 

Till tickled with fancy, up! prance, 

I kick my heels, and take a dance; : 
One, two, three, 
Tol lol der lol de; 

ee 1 


( 20 ) 
| Quaff and dance, 
TIT Roar and prance, 
11% + Notſob and ſigh, 
bo Or ſnivel and cry, 
= But quaff and laugh, and dance and prance, 7 
| we de t ti te oy dere fal der al la, 1 


VAUDER WILL E. 
PANGLOSS. 
Then hey for a wedding, my lads and my laſſes, 
Be merry and cheary, and make a great rout; 
Shake hands with old Time as he jollily paſſes, 
And thump it, and bump it, and jumpit about; 
No pride ſhall perplex us, no care ſhall annoy, 
In ſpite of the Baron contented we'll be, 
And ev'ry condition ſhall freely enjoy 
The comforts that 2 0 from the family tree 
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Chorus 2 


FRANZEL, 
Love to pride ſhall not ſurrender, 
Youth does ſofter joys expect; 
Nature, of her children tender, 
Wil their deareſt rights protect. 


c 21 ) 
CEC EL: 


= Happy the fair whom Love rewards | 
With Hymen's choice and willing hand. 


| FRANZEL Tt 
When beauty decks, 


CECIL. : 
When honour guards, 
b | | at EE” 
4 | When fond e links the band. 
MIN H E E R. 
Well, dear: 


ME FRO. 


Well, Hubb, chat ſay you now; 


bi it niet goed? 


ö 
ö 
13 
4 


1 | 11 
| Yaw well, my frow. 


8 M E FRO w. 
Something I knew 8 would be at. 


MYNHEER = 
1 always ſaid you knew what's what. 


< an 1 


| B O T H. 
Then thump it, and bump it, and jump it about, 
And heartily let us in wiſhes agree, 
That all our kind patrons, within and without, 
May join to encourage the family tree. 


0 ö ð ?] UE? & UK 

Then thump it, and bump it, and jump it about, 
And heartily let us in wiſhes agree, 

That all our kind patrons, within and without, 

May join to encourage the family tree. 
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Of T. Capt LL, Bookſeller, oppoſite Catherine-ftreet, 


Strand, may be had the following Pieces. 


3 a . Tragedy, written by Beaumont and 
Fletcher, with Alterations. 


Tue Devi vyon Two Sricks, Tus Main 
or Barg, The Cozeners, The Nazoßg, and 
The Trip To CarLars, to which is annexed The 
Caruchix, all written by the late SamutL FoorzE, 


Eſq; and publiſhed by Mr. CoLMAN. A 


The Tailors, a Tragedy for warm weather, 


Buxom Joan, a Burletta in one Act, and the Airs, 


Duets, Trios, and Finale introduced in the Comedy 


of the SPANIH BARBER; Likewiſe SUMMER 
AMUSEMENT ; or, An ADpvEnNTURE AT MARGATE, 
a Comic Opera; and the Airs,. Duets, and Trios in 
the Muſical Farce called The Son-1n-Law, as they 
are all performed at the ee in the 3 
Market. 


* 


The MANvACER in DisTREss, a Prelude, on open- 
ing the Hay-Market Theatre, May 305 1780. Writ- 
ten by GEORGE COLMAN. 


Toxv Lumyxin in Town, a Farce, written by 
£1” Keexye, Author of the SoN-IN-LAwW. 


The Songs, Duets, Choruſſes, &c. in the Muſical 
Farce of The DAD ALtve, by the ſame Author. 
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